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e Trader Medley; or, The Cries of London. 


N58 Olly and Ivy, and Miſsletos, | 

Do you want any Greens your Houſes to rom“ 
Old Oos ths to ſell, or Change far Euthen Ware, 
| Do you want any Damſons ,or Burgany Pears ; * | 


Buy my Oranzes or Lemons, Pa 
- With dainty Ropes of Onions,” „ 
_ Come by my ſweet Williams bs | 
bh you got any Kitchin Stuff XIaids. Fig 
Four Pair for a Shilling, Holland Giocks, | Hi 


kk Knives for to grind, buy wy fine Akin oy Ce 
Here's your ſharp Vinegar Three pence a Quart, 
LES, new freſh Herrings here's enght for a Groat._ | 
Ends of Gol1 and Silceerrr | 
- Ribbons:or Garters, {4 hv IO W 
E By my new. Well fleet l „ 
CoM? Beflows, old Bellows to mend. Fs Bay 


"ary Cocumbers fit for the Pickle «5; Ris D 
9 Skins Maids, be they re ſo tes! my 


Here's your ripe 5:raw-berri& Six-pence a Pottle, . + 
Any old Chah sto mend, any broken n | 
_ Cords and Whey, 75 | 
Wil you've any Thing to Day, In 
It vou moſt, come aWay, r 
A Por's or a Kettle to mend. 


E. - Kniyes, or Sciſſars, Buckles, « or 3 — 3 
es an excellent we to ul all yaur 4 * He 


ov 


OE) * 
Hot Cuſtards bot, for Two - pence a Piece, 

Will vou boy any Walnuts, or old rotten n ca, 
FSpect cles for your Naſes, 1 

Will you buy any Poſies; 

Of C.rnations and Raſesy, © , TY 
Do you want any Butter or Eggs. SY 


Old Shoes or Boots, will you hny any Brooms, 
Maids.here's your fine Bruſhes to ſcrab out your Rooms 5 
A Cock or a Pullet, a Capon or Hen, Wy 
And here's your old Pin Man coming again; v4 

My Bisket and Voiler, 7 

Rare Patches and Powder, 

Come Wo wy ſweet Flounder, _ 

From Holland, here's a new Expreſs. 


Rips Kentiſh Cherries for Three-pence a Pound; | 
Fig, Fig it away, for l tell yon thev're ſnund 
Hot Pudding Pies, here's two for a Penny 
Come by my Card Matches, as long as OY 

Flowers for your Gardens, 

Come: buy my. bak'd Warden, 5 

Here's two for a Farthing, 
Will yon buy any Catherine Pears. | 


Hot Spice Ginger bread, Taſſety Tarts, 
Here's a Dram of the Bottle to comfort your lin 
Dainty fine Ink, you will lik't when you ſee t, 
Here's very good Trorters, with Trig and Nsets Foet, 
Come, come away wr, | 2 

Buy a en- Rnife, or RHỹ H, f 

While | am at Leiſure; 6 „53 
Have you got any Lantborns to l 


Buy a Sheet Almanack, hot grey Peaſ 3 
Some ſee what you lack, and buy what yo. wes 
A Bruſh for your Shook." and Combs for your” Hair. 


Here $ diddle 4 eee D 200 50 | 
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- Old Rags for Money, 
If you've never ſo many, 
buy more than any; 
Here's Milk for a Penny the Quart. | 
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i A Dialogue between Jockey and Jenny. 
J ENVN V. 


rern Winter has left us, the Trees are in Bloom, 2 


And Cow ſlips and Violets the Meadows perfume , 
While Kids are diſparting, and Birds fill rhe Spray, 
L wait for my Jockey to hai ne new Aay; 
1 wait for my Jockey to hail the new May. 


| 700 K E 
Amopg the young Lilies, my Jem I've en y'd, 
Pinks, Daiſes, and Wood-bines, I bring io my Maid; 
Here s Thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and Lavender gay, 

Poſey 10 form for my Queen of the May, | 


S 
Ah! Jockey, 1 fect you iateod to begu le, 

When ſeated WIr YA Taft Night on a Stile; 

You ſwore that you'd love her fo ever and ay, 


barge3tiog _ Jemny, your Queen of the yy | 


SOCKET» 
- Towns Wit 3 is/handſoine in Shepberdts g Era Dre, 
He gave you th Ribbons that hang at your Breaſt ; 
Beſides three ſu/ ef Kifſes upon the new Hay, 


Was that l Femry, my Rn of the May? 
7 E N VT = 


5 Jockey t foes his Pu ſſion denicsy 
er ſo blogging this tant decay, 
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© Bctieve mie. dest Maiden, your Lover you u 
our Name is for evet the Theme of my Sog; A 
From the Dews of pale Eve, to the Dawning of Diy, 

7.E NM 
Again balmy Comfort with tranſport I view, | ©; © 
My Fears are all vaniſhed, ſince . is true,; 


Then to our dlithe Shepherds the News Lell convey 


That Jenny alone you've crown'd Queen of the Au 
Fr RTERNS 


Of er'ry Degree ye young Lovers draw nei, 
Avoidall Suſpicion whate'er may appear; £8 
Believe not your Eyes, if your Peace they decay; © +. 
Then come, my deat Jenny, and hail the new A. 


TRTESSEIEEEPED ELIA DTD ITLL IST 
The Sailor's Farewel to bis Love, 
An where have you been my Tovely Saflor Bold? 
W hy did you leave me thus for the Sake of curſed Gold > 
What tbough my Father's croſs, my Mother The is kind 8 
Ther efore my Father's Croſſneſs you nevet need to mind gf. 
Now Johnny with me ay, ſince you a fdfe on ore, 
And never my dear Jobrny, now never Teave we tmore. 


Alas! my deareſt Nancy, with Joy 1 you receive, ö 
It was your ful Orofinefs which made 1weferio-grieves - 
But ſince your ther's kind, Father © do not r 
Then pray now go and fetch her, ſhe'd Joy to ſee me here 
Thou art the only Gicl, my Dear, that ! de adote, FR 
But long 1 cannot ay, Ser 1009. f d quit dd Shore; Mk 


* 
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Theſe Words, my deareſt A ß che He ae © 
To think thar 1 (% quickly n you $32.4 . "TM 2 
by will von fail the Sas, where Rormy Winds Wel, 
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berpu ay may inSafcty at Meme with me ese, 
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What need you ſor to go, fince you may live as happy here? 
Then can, you be ſo cruel to leave your only Dear. 
He-cry'd, I am a Servant unto my King you know, 
And when that he commands me, I'm forc'd for to go: 
It was my Father's Croſſneſs, my roving Fancy too, 
Which drove me ficſt to Sea, and bid this Land agieu : 
Therefore, my deareſt Nancy, be not caſt down or (ad, MW 
For of all other Calliags the Saiior's the beſt Lad. , 


 She'cry'd, 1 love a Sailor, they are the beſt of Hearts, h 

They keep us from our Enemy, and fail to foreign Parts; 
They fail unto the ladies, to bring Home Riches fore, th, 
And was it not for Sailors, his Land would be but poor 

But now, my deareſt Johnny, I cannot from you part, 
Fot when you talk ef going, it cuts me to the Heart. 


+ John re ly'd, Since I mutt go, cheer up wy Nancy deat 
* . I'Nt rifle all rhe 7-dtes, to bring you Treaſure here; 

With many fine Curioſities, and charming Silks great Store 

" Enopgh for to maintain us both while we are on the Shore 

Then kiſſing of hec Coral Lips, young John he took his Lear 

And left his | charming Nancy his Abſence for to grieve, 


| 5 N 3 " 
The Anſwer to the jolly Sailor. 


T7 ROM Plymonth Jonny ſailed, unto the Indies bount 
Andall hisUadertakings with great Succeſs were crowa'd 
In fix Months'he arciv'd upon the Indian Shore, 
Where'by the Way of Traffick be obtained Riches ſtore 
And then deſign'd for England, bis Voyage for te take, 
Having ran many Hazards ſor bis dear 228 's Sake, 


. | | | 

His galant Ship was fraughted, then with a pleaſant Gale 
Sweet Johnny and bis jovial Cre for England hoiſted Sail 

>, The Wind with friendly Breezes blew from the Chtiſtal S >P 
Tue Jofty Ship Uke Neptune's upon the Billows ride ; 

Fach Wind'did:bring the Veſſel! to the deſired Shore, 
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nete Then coming for the Land, and ſeing of his Navey vor. 
„took her by the Hand, my Deareſt de not fear i 
ow 1 have got Riches ſtore, for to maintain us a 
„„ Wogerbcr on the Shore, to part with thee I'm loach f 
dea eſt Nancy now, we will matrisd be, 
ad all my Gold and Treaſure 1 will beſtow on thee, 


E Men 
ſad, Gohwny he brick Sailor, and wine bis true Dean; 2 | 
iS Church in Splendour did then there appear; 

ad married there with Joy, whilſt Trumpets they dig found, © + 


urts, he Bells did ring, aud Mulick play'd, and HeahbvKem * 
ati rily ound: 

e, Mow Johnny the brisk Sailor, has Nancy to his Wife, 3 
oor; plymouth own this Couple do lead a happy Life, 
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2 4 35 
ore 4 new Song on the Spaniſh War. 
8 . 
a 8 for us bold Sailors we'll let them to . La. 


That we will rule Matters wherever we go, 
ind make both their Pcide and Ambition come down, 
nd uke their rich Prizes before We return, - 


The French and the Spaniards 2 Scheme have made, © 
o invade our: Nation and ruin our Trade; ; log « 
rave Mr Pitt their Schemes has found our, 
ent ther that back to Vigo there * ail pute. ne 


7 
© 7 1-779 287 2 . * i of 


ore both Soldiers and Sailors make no Dales: 

re, Niace Saunders the brave has met with his ber 167 Ot | 
his Prize he his taken both valiant and brave, {++ „% 
ad for bis 2 brave, Shares: bores wall. dave. O99 2-15 

Gale 5 451 PA * 


Sal Each Port and bicd * oi we'll n "WP ds own}: 
d Spite of proud Frenchmen ot the $ of qi Cre 
ad boldly make our loud Cannons tò troar, 


d bring * rich e from 9 ane, * 1 
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A new Sag: to't! the Tuge of eee Deaths] 


| OME bold Britiſh Las never fear the Seas 
Wen the War inis-ended you'll Jiye at your Eaſe 

And Stateſman. and Merchan: ſhall gather great Ore 
Aid Bouzbom: ſhall zrounble. rour Nations no more. 
Let's Placemen ſubdue,” let's Placemeg (nyvve, 
—_ \- ep both Frengh aud 1 an re. 


. 

. Great Geor Us was a Rest "now he 3 15 gore, 4 
No England. is bleſſed by his * r 

| A Prince, of great Virtue, Piety, and Schſe, 8 


Vaipur ape Wildow ſhall be gu Deftoce. 


For brave Mr Pitt let us pray evermore, 


That God way ifcreafe his Wilgom 200 Store. 
Who ſaved our Nation when finking ſo deep, 


From Wolves ie Sheep's Cloathing who ſeemed afleepy 


| Next brave Geberal Wolfe his N 22 let's record, 
W bott Valtur to England ſuch Be $ affords, : ft 


Quebec he took by Sword avd Gun | 
Aud mage bord the Savage and trenchmen to run. 


To Boſcawen and Saunders this Glaſs let us have, 
'Who conquered: our Enemies ſo bold and io brave: z 


Of Pococke ud Hawke let your" Voices ring,” 
The like was never N in the Reign of a 4 


He that delights in Ihe Good of this Lai | 
Win never cbuſe Plaremen nor 2: vile Rand; 5 _ ; 
He who bene the ,naionsl. Store, 
3 lend to the French, or Enemies to the/Poor. 


by. +: Placemen ſubdue, Jet's 2 — : 
3 * Freach and. 8 1% 208. 
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